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Summary: Happy and Toby convince Walter to take part in a 
relationship study on campus. The only problem is he's not in a 
relationship. College AU requested by sopercabeth on Tumblr. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**This is for sopercabeth on Tumblr, who wanted Waige fic for her 
birthday. The prompt I got wasn't really oneshot material, but I'm 
only posting the first chapter now because I am a busy bee. Once we 
get into hiatus I'll be updating this one more, making it a 
full-fledged college AU. I tweaked the prompt a little bit to show 
that the characters are all already friends.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>My name is Walter O'Brien. I have the fourth highest I.Q. 
ever recorded a€" 197. Einstein's was 160. When I was eleven, I 
hacked NASA to get their blueprints for my bedroom wall, and the FBI 
came and arrested me. One of the agents noticed my genius and 
arranged for me to come to the United States to help out the 
government and, in exchange, they would pay for my higher education. 
My sister encouraged me to go to a public university in order to 
learn how to connect with the real world, and here I've found a 
couple friends. Happy is a mechanical prodigy. Toby is a behaviorist. 
And Paige. <em> 

Walter stopped writing. Paige certainly was important to their group, 
but her exact role in it was complicated, and not one that his fellow 
sophomore classmates were likely to understand. The three of them a€" 
Walter, Happy, Toby a€" had already worked on several successful 
research projects together. Paige helping them understand the average 
person was critical to their successes so far at the university, but 
his classmates wouldn't get it. His classmates would think her role 
was useless because she had more EQ than IQ. They probably hadn't 



even heard of EQ. 


Walter tucked the paper into the back of his book and continued 
reading. He hated having to introduce himself at the beginning of 
semesters. They were a week in already, and the professor in this 
class was taking forever to get through the introductions. Walter had 
a feeling that class was going to bore him. He needed something with 
a pace . 

"I found a way to get us some money." 

Walter looked up from his book at the junior and freshman in front of 
him. "I'm not gambling, Toby." 

"No no no!" The older boy dropped down on the grass across from his 
friend, the shade from the tree Walter was leaning against shielding 
both of them from the hot August sun. The girl scooted closer to 
Walter, away from the ant hill that Toby had unknowingly basically 
destroyed. "This is a scientific study. And the best part is they 
don't pay you until November, which is right before the conference we 
want to go to. So I won't be tempted to gamble it away." 

"Didn't your girlfriend tell you she didn't want you to do that 
anymore?" Walter asked, raising an eyebrow and glancing at the 
girl . 

Toby looked pleased that Walter was referring to Happy as his 
girlfriend. "I'm trying. I'm just saying it's good to have limited 
temptation . " 

"And limited temptation is a good foundation for breaking an 
addiction," Happy pointed out. 

Walter closed the book and set it beside him, folding his arms. "So 
what's this study?" 

"They're looking for people in monogamous relationships. Two month 
study. Everyone gets like five hundred bucks at the end of 
it 

"Five hundred bucks for two months' work?" Walter raised his 
eyebrows . 

"It isn't really that much _work_, per se." 

"But five hundred dollars." 

"Fifteen hundred with all three of us," Toby pointed out. "More than 
enough to get to the conference and back." 

"Just one, one slight issue with this, " Walter said, raising a 
finger. "Only two of us are actually in a relationship." 

"The study starts in two weeks," Toby said. "That's plenty of time to 
bring someone in for five hundred bucks." 

"That would weaken the integrity of the study." Walter frowned. "The 
data wouldn't be valid. 

"You don't even think it's a legitimate topic for a study," Toby 



said, "I can tell by the look on your face. But you can still think 
of this as being in the name of science a€" as it'll help us get to 
that conference, and that's what's really important here." He looked 
at his phone. "I gotta get to class, but get back to me, okay?" He 
handed Walter a copy of the application, which he tucked into the 
back of his book next to his presentation draft. 

"Pssst, " Happy said, leaning over and whispering as Toby walked away 
even though they were not in earshot of anyone else. "Ask 
Paige . " 

Walter coughed. "Whe-why-why? " 

"Come on," Happy said. "Like you guys haven't been flirting up a 
storm all summer semester and now that we're all back in the dorms 
she's always just five minutes away." She raised her eyebrows. Walter 
was glad his complexion allowed for slight blushing without showing 
his hand. Sure, he and Paige had texted over the summer, but he was 
busy with the rocket project and she'd been taking a few classes at a 
community college while she got over her breakup. He wouldn't 
consider their conversations as anything _up a storm. _ 

"She, she doesn't have time to do this study," Walter said. "With all 
the... the stuff." 

"She has time," Happy said. "She's crazy about you! And you're crazy 
about her! Just tell her you guys have to spend more time together 
and answer some questions, you already know each other well, the team 
working the study won't know you're not actually a couple. And..." 
she shrugged suggestively, "I mean at the rate things are going, you 
guys might be before the thing's over. Which Toby and I both know is 
not an outcome you'd complain about." 

"No," Walter said, "she's got so much going on, she... no." 

Happy rolled her eyes. "Just bring it up, Walter." 

"Next time I see her." 

"Walter, I'm not an idiot, she's at the far end of the yard and 
you've been staring in that direction ever since she came into 
view . " 

Walter sighed, biting his lip. "This seems like a terribly devious 
way to address the potential for an emotional relationship." 

"It's not devious if she knows it's for a study. It's not like you're 
not going to tell her they'll be thinking of you two as boyfriend and 
girlfriend I swear to God Walter go over there. If not for your own 
good, for mine, because all Toby talks about is how you guys need to 
figure it out." 

"Why right now?" 

Happy was not amused. "Because then it's the weekend and you know 
she's going to be at the health center Monday for her appointment and 
then the study applications are due." 

Walter glanced back at the end of the yard. She was standing with a 
few others in her sorority, all of them looking at someone's 



cellphone and laughing. 

He nodded to his friend and rose, his stride purposeful as he walked 
across the grass. She noticed him when he got about ten yards away, 
and she smiled. "Hey Walter!" 

"Paige!" He stopped cold. "I, uh, didn't see you there." _Attaboy, 
way to start this out with a lie._ 

"I'll catch up," she said to the other girls as they started to head 
off to the administration building. One of them waved. Another 
shouted a brief greeting to Walter. Paige smiled at them, then turned 
back to him. "What's up? How have I not seen you the past few 
days ? " 

"I was, uh... there's this rocket project at the..." he scratched the 
back of his neck, realizing the question was rhetorical. "You need 
money, right?" 

"It's college," she said, "it's safe to assume most of us need 
money . " 

"Right, I just mean... you only get so many free appointments at the 
health center and..." his eyes briefly traveled to her waist. Her 
fitted sorority tank stop still fit her, but it wouldn't much longer. 
"And five hundred dollars, that'll really help with... good car seats 
aren't cheap." He mentally smacked himself on the forehead. _She 
doesn't have a car._ 

"Walter." She looked both amused and confused. "What are you talking 
about ? " 

"There's this study, at the psychology building," he said. "They want 
to observe couples for two months. It pays five hundred dollars to 
each person now Happy and Toby are doing it and you and I, we know 
each other really well so it'd be easy to make them _think_. . . " he 
cleared his throat. "Five hundred dollars," he repeated, unable to 
think of a possible second selling point to this idea. _This is so 
stupid. _ He remembered something Happy had said a€" the main selling 
point for _him_, but... 

"We'd have to spend more time together," she said, as if she was 
reading his mind. She smiled. "We couldn't have a repeat of 
yesterday . " 

She was, of course, referring to their lack of contact the previous 
day. Walter had been disappointed about that and it seemed a€" maybe? 
a€" like she had been too. "We would... we would have to spend more 
time in each other's, uh, company," he said. "Yes. And we'd have to 
discuss our dynamic with the team involved in the study. So if that's 
something that you're gonna be ... uncomfortable with ... then ... it was 
just a thought. I'm sorry." 

He turned to go, then felt her hand on his arm. "Walter, hey!" She 
was smiling. "There's no way this will make me more uncomfortable 
than forty weeks is gonna make me and that's an 
inevitability. " 


"Thirty eight weeks." 



"What?" 


"Pregnancy isn't actually forty weeks. They calculate from the date 
of your last cycle, not from the date of conception, so with the 
forty week model, you're already two weeks pregnant when you 
conceive, which doesn't make any sense, so full gestation is actually 
thirty eight weeks." 

"Interesting." She nodded. "Really though, Walter, this sounds like 
fun 

He brightened. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah, I mean, like you said, we... we know each other really well, I 
need to work hard this semester since it'll probably be my last one 
for a while, and how better to do that than hang out with my genius 
friend?" She smiled. "It'll help me be more _efficient_ with my 
time . " 

He grinned. "Okay. I'll bring you the application after your class." 
He had to make a copy of it first. 

"Great. I gotta get going now, though." She flashed him another smile 
as she turned to head to the history building. 

Walter glanced back across the yard at Happy. She gave him a thumbs 
up . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong> (In case it's not entirely clear - Toby is a junior, 
Walter and Paige are sophomores. Happy is a freshman, Quintis is a 
couple, more backstory will be revealed in future chapters, and yes. 
Sly will be in the fic too . ) <strong> 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Happy finale day! Good luck to all.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Honestly, we are lucky we're geniuses," Happy said. "Schools 
like this are research based, which means most of the professors are 
more interested in their own projects than with teaching. Teaching is 
just something they have to do to keep their position, and a lot of 
them do it begrudgingly. Makes it hard for people who struggle 
academically to pass their difficult courses, because professors' 
hearts aren't in helping them out."<p> 

"Oh goody, " Paige said, extending her legs out in front of her and 
crossing her ankles. 

"You're doing fine in all your classes, aren't you?" Toby 
asked . 

They were in Toby and Walter's dorm room. Happy and Toby sat on his 
bed, the latter's back against the wall with his girlfriend laying 
back against his shoulder. Walter was on the futon, his printed draft 
of a physics paper on his lap and next to him. 



Paige shrugged, using the leverage her ankles had on the floor to 
swivel Walter's desk chair back and forth. "I mean, I'm passing. My 
grades would actually be considered good if I was friends with 
literally anyone else." 

"Too bad you couldn't just get a two year degree," Walter said. "With 
the summer you had, you could be on track to graduate in 
December . " 

"I don't think she was planning to get pregnant when she applied to 
this place," Happy pointed out. 

Toby looked over at her. "You're due when, December..." 

"Twentieth," Paige said. "So I'll finish the semester." 

"You think you'll come back at some point?" 

Paige shrugged. "I'm single. I have to provide first." 

"That's something you guys really have to think about," Toby said, 
gesturing between her and Walter as he shoved a mouthful of peanut 
butter sandwich into his mouth. "You know the study is going to want 
to know what's up with that." 

"Why would they?" Paige asked. "Walter's not the father." 

"No," Toby said, "but in this scenario, he's dating someone who is 
pregnant by another man. And if you two are still in a relationship 
when the baby is born, then wouldn't Walter fall into the fatherly 
role? Drew's not in your life at all anymore, is he?" 

Walter wasn't good at reading people's emotions, but he remembered 
that night that Drew had left, at the beginning of the summer. His 
sister Megan, at the time a fifth year senior in Paige's sorority, 
had told Walter how Paige had cried so hard in another girls' arms 
her eyes had nearly swelled shut. 

He glanced worriedly at her. Paige was still and quiet. "No," she 
said after a moment. "I haven't seen him since middle of May." 

"So, you know, " Happy said, trying to move past the uncomfortable 
moment, "just be ready to answer questions about that." 

"Yeah," Paige said, glancing at Walter. "Yeah, we'll talk." 

"You have some time now," Toby said, looking at his phone. "Happy and 
I have to get down to the lab." 

"Your experiment isn't scheduled to run for another forty five 
minutes, " Walter said. 

"Yeah," he said as the two of them got up. "But the lab's sometimes a 
little chilly, so..." 

"Gotta heat it up beforehand, " Paige said with a knowing nod and a 
little wiggle of the eyebrows. 

"Smart lady, " Toby said, grabbing his hat and resting it on his head 



as Happy grabbed his hand, reaching for the door. 

"They're so cute," Paige said, tucking a stray lock of hair behind 
her ear. 

Walter was studying a page of his paper. "Uh huh." He realized in the 
period of silence that followed that he should probably follow up on 
their previous conversation. "So..." he pushed the papers aside. 
"How... how do you want to do this?" 

She raised her eyebrows and smiled. "You don't have it all planned 
out ? " 


"Well, I...I...t was Toby's idea," Walter stammered. "I was actually 
hoping that you... seeing as you..." 

"Walter, " she said, cocking her head, "have you ever _been_ in a 
relationship? " 

"Well, uh, relationships are, they tend, really they ' re ... Janice ! " He 
nodded. "I dated Janice." 

"For like two weeks." 

She wasn't wrong. He'd had an early move in date their freshman year, 
and it seemed everyone who had come early was finding relationships 
if they weren't already in them. Janice was a nice, aesthetically 
pleasing pre a€" med student who had taken an interest, and they'd 
gone on three dates before he'd decided that he was bored. 
Coincidentally, he'd met Paige just hours after ending whatever it 
was he had with Janice. 


"No one but Janice?" She looked surprised, which in turn surprised 
him. She knew he didn't _really_ believe in love. It was just a 
temporary euphoria, something that came and went because of temporary 
chemical reactions in the brain. It was trickery, an 
illusion . 


"No . " 

"Well," she said, coming to sit beside him, "it won't be as difficult 
as you might think." 

He raised his eyebrows, looking at her. "It, it won't?" 

"Nope," she said. "I mean, we've been friends for a year now. We know 
each other pretty well, I know about how you came to the U.S., 
about . . . about Megan ..." 


Walter stiffened slightly. Megan's diagnosis wasn't exactly a new 
development anymore, but hardly anyone knew. He wasn't even sure that 
Megan knew that Paige knew, even though they were still living in the 
same house at the time she'd gotten the news. But he'd told her. And 
she'd immediately taken his car keys, something that had infuriated 
him at the time. But it hadn't taken him long to appreciate her 
actions. He knew he'd have taken off, and when he was overwhelmed, he 
drove recklessly. She'd prevented him from putting himself at risk, 
and although they'd spent their entire freshman year getting along 
well, it was that moment that made him realize something. 



He trusted her. 


He _could_ trust her. He didn't feel safe around that many people, 
and it had surprised him how comfortable he was around her. He wasn't 
surprised anymore. Now, being around her was comfortable. Easy. 

She was still talking, "and you know things about me that most people 
don ' t know ..." 

Walter wondered if she knew that he knew about her breakdown when 
Drew had left. He had never seen Paige Dineen looking anything but 
strong. He couldn't imagine what she must look like in the throes of 
despair. He didn't want to know. He didn't like the idea of her 
feeling that way. 

"So basically..." she shrugged. "We can pass as two people in a 
relationship. " 

She hadn't moved, but suddenly she seemed much closer. Walter studied 
her face. 

"I mean with the exception of..." she glanced at his lips. "The 
physical aspect of a relat ionship . . . we ' re basically already in one. 

We have everything else." 

Walter nodded. 

She smiled, reaching over to put her hand over his, where it rested 
on his thigh. She leaned over and rested her chin on his shoulder. 

"We just gotta get a little more comfortable, huh?" 

The way she casually cuddled up to him was startling to Walter, but 
he realized it was also welcome. He didn't like people touching him, 
usually, but . . . 

She was different. Happy was right, he _had_ wondered what it might 
be like to be going out with Paige. He enjoyed every second he spent 
with her, and although it had startled him the first time he realized 
he was staring at her lips, he found himself doing it again, and 
again . 

"Baby's kicking," she mumbled. "You want to feel?" 

"Okay . " 

He waited for her to grab his hand. Even though she'd invited him, 
even though she'd tugged her shirt up in preparation, her stomach 
wasn't somewhere he felt comfortable just reaching out and touching. 
Thankfully, she seemed to know that, and almost immediately following 
her invitation she wrapped her fingers around his wrist and drew his 
hand against her stomach. She was thin and athletic and hardly 
showing even at six months, but he could feel the curve of her skin 
under his palm. He waited in silence, as if he'd miss the kick if he 
spoke. Then he felt it, a pulse like a muscle spasm under his 
hand . 

All babies moved in utero. But as he reclined on the couch with 
Paige, her head on his shoulder and his hand on her skin, he felt 
that movement go straight to his chest. 



End 
f ile . 



